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Walter's Awakening 





Walter was not sitting on the front 
row because he wanted to be there. Not 
Walter. But he had been late for Sabbath 
school, and there weren’t any other seats 
left. 

How he hated the front row! Imagine 
the humiliation for an eighth grader, al- 
most ready to graduate, to have to sit with 
a bunch of fifth graders! There was only 
one redeeming feature. He was close to 
the table where the JUNIOR GUIDES were 
stacked. 

In one brief moment when the teacher 
wasn’t looking, he grabbed a GUIDE from 
the top of the pile and settled back to for- 
get his troubles in the joys of a story. 

He had about reached the place where 
it said to turn to page sixteen, when the 
leader announced, “We have a special treat 
for you this morning. Elder Andrew Mar- 
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shall, who has been a missionary many 
years, is here to speak to us.” 

“Ho hum,” yawned Walter. 

The leader was going on. “Let’s give him 
our undivided attention.” 

It was a thrilling story the speaker told. 
The room was so quiet you could have 
heard a pin drop, except for the sound of 
the speaker’s voice—and the rustling of 
Walter’s magazine as he turned the pages. 

Suddenly the speaker stopped. Oh, how 
Walter was to wish later he had noticed it! 
By this time he had slumped far down i 
his chair, and was holding the paper with 
both hands, above his face. 

Then, without any warning that Wal- 
ter knew about, the paper wasn’t there. 
Instead, he was looking into the face of 
the speaker. “Young man,” the missionary 
was saying, “what do you mean by reading 
while I am talking? Don’t you know that 
I have come thousands of miles to speak in 
your Sabbath school? Have you no man- 
ners?” 

What a laugh went up then, from all 
the Juniors. Walter wished the floor would 
open and he could drop from sight. 

Then the speaker went on, and Walter 
found his story was interesting, fascinating. 

“How did it begin?” he whispered to the 
boy beside him. But Fred didn’t even hear 
him. He turned to Jim, on the other side. 
“What's it all about?” 

But Jim didn’t answer either. And then 
the story was finished, and Mary and Bob 
and Allan were pleading, “Please, Elder 
Marshall, tell us another.” 

“No, Juniors, there isn’t time today,” 
the speaker replied. “So, good-by.” 

Then Walter noticed that Elder Marshall 
was looking at him again. The missionary 
stepped quickly to the pile of JUNIOR 
GUIDES on the table and picked them up. 
“Young man,” he said, “you wanted to 
read these while I was speaking. I’m 
through now, and you can have them all.” 
He dumped the pile in Walter’s lap, and 
left. 

Walter got up to stack them again on the 
table, muttering in his soul, “That’s the 
last time I read while someone’s talking.” 


Your friend, 


a am Wesel 








THE CROCODILE AT THE CROSSING! 


By SPENCER G. MAXWELL’ 


CROCODILE lurked in the waters at 

the crossing of the Bembesi River near 
David's home. Already he had seized many 
goats, and even some people. 

And fourteen-year-old David had to go 
over that crossing every day! 

It was his work to herd his father’s cattle, 
and during part of the year the only pasture 
they could find was on the other side of the 
river. 

It meant that David had to take the cattle 
through the water past that crocodile every 


morning and bring them back through that 
water past that crocodile every night. 

How his father prayed God to protect 
him! He was a deacon in the church, and 
held family worship every day. 

The water was shallow at the crossing, 
but on both sides of the shallow place were 
deep pools. And it was in that deep water 
that the crocodile lived! 

One morning the sun rose bright in a 
clear sky. All was peacefully serene, and the 

To page 17 


Sethe pulled, and David pulled. But the crocodile pulled harder than both boys combined. 
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ADVENTURES IN BINTULU 


“ By NORMA R. YOUNGBERG 





CHAPTER 8: THE FIGHTING NEIGHBORS 





WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE: 


A_ deep mrnery hung over the mission family in 
Bintulu. Who was the midnight prowler that walked 
on the veranda at night? Was it Pongol, the man who 
had given the family a beautiful model boat—and had 
asked for twelve-year-old Ruth to be his son’s wife? 
Was he coming back to try to snatch Ruth in the 
darkness? There was no way to tell. 


AS DADDY had prophesied, there were 
now many visitors to the mission house. 
People came from all over the village. They 
came for medicine. They came out of curi- 
osity to see the white woman and the white 
children. The Malays had discovered that 
the missionary family were sympathetic to 
the sick, and generous with their medicine. 
Every day someone came out to get the bitter 
fever medicine or the remedy for itch or 
stomach-ache. 

More and more the missionary family were 
becoming part of the life of the big fishing 
village. But they were not going to stay here. 
Their work was among the Dyaks, who 
had never heard of God or heaven. These 
Islam people were not receptive to the gos- 
pel. For the most part they were interested 
in bettering their own condition at the ex- 
pense of others. They were fanatical Moham- 
medans, and whenever the name of Jesus 
was mentioned they felt it was their duty 
to spit on the ground to show their contempt. 

By this time the Chinese family of Auntie 


Soo and Auntie Lee and their children had 
become close friends. They were eager to 
hear more about Jesus, even longing to fol- 
low the new teaching. But the neighbors on 
the left—the Malay family—were still dis- 
tant. They had made no friendly advances, 
and Mother began to think of ways by which 
they might be reached. 

“I think those people are bad,” Ah Len 
said one day as she came into the front 
veranda, where Mother was sewing. “I often 
hear sounds of fighting from over there.” 

“I have been watching that house and 
listening to it too,’ Mother admitted. “They 
have several children, but they stay away 
from this side of their garden. I suppose their 
parents have told them not to be friendly 
with us.” 

“Well, I don’t like the noises I hear com- 
ing out of that house,” Ah Len insisted. 
“The next time I hear that fighting and cry- 
ing I'll call you.” 

Mother hadn’t said anything to Ah Len or 
the children about the night prowler and 
the hideous laugh she had heard in the dark- 
ness. They would be frightened. After all, 
they were under the protection of God. He 
had led them through many dangers, and 
this was certainly not beyond His power to 
control. 
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That night Mother told the children a 
story after worship, when they were all 
dressed in their pajamas ready for bed. Then 
they said their evening prayers and the whole 
household slept. There was no fear in any 
heart, for they knew Jesus was there. Who 
could worry with such mighty protection 
covering them all? 

No prowlers came that night, nor the next 
night. Even Pongol didn’t come back to dis- 
cuss the cleanness of the mission family or 
to ask for Ruth to marry his son. Many 
sick folk came. Mother and Ah Len took care 
of them the best they could, and sent every- 
one away comforted. 

In a few days the Sri Iban came back, 
with Daddy and Brother Altman. Then the 
little gray house was full of gladness and 
preparations for entering the new mission 
project on Tatau River. Brother Altman had 
named the place Bukit Nyala, which means 
“Shining Hill,” or “Hill of the Shining 
Light.” A little stream flowed into the big 
Tatau River at the foot of the hill where 
the new mission house would be. The name 


of this little tributary was Sungei Nyala, 
or “River of the Shining Light.” Brother 
Altman didn’t know about this when he 
named the hill. Everyone took this as a sign 
that the right place had been chosen, and 
that God was leading into this new and 
strange country. 

Brother Altman left on the next trip of 
the Auby. Everyone felt lonesome. 

At last Mother found time to tell Daddy 
about the visit of Pongol and his interest 
in the family. She told him about the prowler 
who came by night—the mysterious visitor 
with the light footsteps and the terrible 
laugh. 

“Just as soon as we get the walls on the 
dispensary building we will move over to 
the Tatau,” Daddy said. “We can live in 
the small dispensary until our house is ready. 
That way we can all be together.” 

So all the plans of the family centered in 
the great day when they would leave the fish- 
ing village for their new home on the Tatau 
River. 

(Next week: The prowler returns) 


Mother and Ruth were kept busy giving away medicine for the fever, or the itch, or the stomach-ache. 
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THE TIDE WILL NEVER WAIT! 


“By IVY R. DOHERTY 


HOW THE STORY BEGAN: 


Billy Joe, being fourteen, thought he knew just about 
everything. Especially, he was sure he knew more than 
nine-year-old Teddy and Larry. So when the boys had 
noticed that the tide was low, and had walked over 
to Pilot Rock and fished for a couple of hours, Billy 
Joe laughed at Teddy and Larry when they warned 
him it was time they were going back. Billy Joe had 
to catch one more fish, for the youngsters had caught 
as many as he had. While he tried to catch that fish, 
the tide came in, and the boys were caught. Night 
was falling. 


_* yip and holler at the top of our 
lungs!” said Billy Joe, brightening a lit- 
tle for the first time since he found that the 
tide had trapped them. 

“Talk sense,” retorted Teddy. “The wind 
is strong and the waves are loud at this 
time of the evening, and we haven't got a 
ghost of a chance of making anyone hear. 
No one would be expecting us to be out here 
anyway, and that would go more against us.” 

Billy Joe shuddered to silence. What's the 
use? You couldn’t win. These little creatures 
knew everything, and it was beginning to 
dawn on him that that thought was not just 
a sarcastic one, but the very truth. They 
did know what to expect under most cir- 
cumstances. And then he reflected that they 
should, too, seeing they had lived on the 
Oregon coast all their lives. 

Billy Joe was not sure whether it was 
five minutes ago or two hours that he had 
set foot in that water that was now proudly 
gurgling and slithering about below him. 
His jeans clung icily to him every time the 
wind decided to add to his discomfort. Funny 
how the time went so fast when you were 
fishing, and so very slowly when you sat 
marooned on a deserted rock, without any 
hope of rescue! 

Larry laughed a little, and this added 
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to Billy Joe’s annoyance and misery. Larry 
said, “Quite an adventure, spending the night 
on Pilot Rock, just like you said this aft- 
ernoon.” 

Billy Joe did not answer. The two small 
boys went on an expedition to survey the 
rock in the hope that they would find some 
warm, comfortable crevice in which to spend 
the night. They were glad to be free of 
Billy Joe’s company too. 

“Ah, here is the place!” announced Teddy 
after they had searched just about every 
square inch. It was as comfortable a place 
as you would expect to find on such an un- 
comfortable location. It seemed as if a giant 
hand had tried to pull the rock in halves 
and, although it had not quite succeeded, 
it had gone a fair way toward success, so 
that now there remained a complete split 
in the rock, where three tired, stranded boys 
could spend a night. 

“Seems to me,” Larry commented, “we 
should have had our wits about us and played 
safe with that tide. Imagine us staying here 
and letting the tide come up and lock us off 
from home!” 

A faint wail came to them on the salt- 
smelling air. At first they thought and hoped 
it was someone come to their aid, but it was 
only Billy Joe trying to find them. They hal- 
looed, and Billy Joe came hurtling across to 
their side. Just as Teddy began to tell Billy 
Joe how they would sleep, Larry let out a 
bloodcurdling yell that almost shocked Billy 
Joe into falling backward into the water. 

“There’s someone on the road over there!” 
he shouted. “Someone on the road! Can't 
one of you yell, and make him come and 
get us?” 








“Why, what’s wrong with you? Why do 
we have to do the shouting?” asked Billy Joe, 
relieved to the very limit, but not wanting 
to display it to the others. 

“Let's all call at the top of our voices,” 
suggested Teddy. And that is what they 
surely did, but the wind mocked at them and 
laughed at the idea of them having to spend 
a frightening night on Pilot Rock. It was 
a man on the road over there, but he went 
on his way, paying not the slightest heed to 
their frantic cries. He went around a bend 
in the road, and was gone! 

Utter despair filled their hearts. They were 
all thinking now about how long they could 
stay on the rock without food and water. Of 
course, there were the fish, but no matches. 
Raw fish would not be a special treat, not by 
any means, and there was salt water, but salt 
water is no party beverage either. In fact, 
it can make you, after drinking it, much 
thirstier than you were before you took the 
first mouthful. 

It was Billy Joe who saw the second per- 
son on the bay road. This time he decided 
he would sacrifice his white T-shirt to a 
good cause, and stripping it off with all 
haste, waved it frantically, straining every 
nerve, longing for a sign that would tell 
him the passer-by had seen his signal. 

Teddy clutched at Billy Joe’s arm. “He's 
waving! He’s waving!” he cried. “What will 


he do? Does he really know we are three 
boys in distress, or will he just wave and go 
about his business?” 

How could Billy Joe tell? The same tor- 
turing questions were turning somersaults in 
his own mind, so how could he be of any 
service or comfort? 

Then that man, also, disappeared, even 
as the first one had. No boys ever felt more 
dismal than those three on Pilot Rock. There 
was one thing being written indelibly on 
their minds. The tide will never wait! A 
half hour passed, and still no help. 

Chug, chug, chug! What was that? Three 
cold boys sat bolt upright as the sound 
reached their ears. Were they dreaming? No, 
indeed. There was Mac Carter’s launch pull- 
ing in close to Pilot Rock. They had not 
heard it sooner because of the wind and 
the booming of the breakers on the rocks 
below. Oh, happy, wonderful moment! At 
last they would be freed! 

But wait, it wasn’t going to be so easy 
as all that! It took what seemed like ages 
for the man in the boat to get anywhere near 
a landing place. The waves would swirl in 
just as the boys would think he had made it, 
and the next second the launch would be 
five or six yards from the rock. They noticed 
that it wasn’t Mac Carter handling the 
launch. This man was a stranger at the har- 
bor. Who could he be, and how did he know 


Billy Joe waved his T-shirt frantically, longing for a sign that the passer-by had seen them. 








they were stranded? That could wait. When 
they were safe in the launch would be time 
enough to find out. When would that be? 

The man yelled at Billy Joe to catch the 
rope he would throw, and Billy Joe was to 
run immediately to a narrow piece of rock 
and try to secure the rope to it, so that the 
boat could be pulled in close for the Rock 
dwellers to gain a footing on the launch 





SMILE 


By MRS. JOHN F. UNDERHILL 


Smile in the morning when first you awake, 

And see what a difference just smiling will 
make. 

Smile when the sun is way up in the blue; 

Smile, and your friends will smile back at you. 

Smile when the shadows of evening are deep, 

Smile when the moonbeams and little stars 
peep. 

You'll then wear a smile that you cannot 
erase, 

For that sweet, winning smile will belong to 
your face. 


LLCS SOS SSS SS TASS SSSA STTAVATTeF 


before another wave would swirl it away. 

When the act was accomplished, the man 
in the boat held out his big, strong hand, 
and the two little fellows scrambled over 
ropes and anchor and fishing nets into the 
launch. Nothing ever felt so good as the 
security of being off Pilot Rock. The man 
held tight to another piece of rock while 
Billy Joe loosened the rope and rushed for 
the launch. Just as he stepped into the boat, 
up came a swelling wave, and the only thing 
that saved Billy Joe from taking a header 
into the seething liquid below was the same 
strong hand that had rescued Teddy and 
Larry. 
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Billy Joe heaved a tremendous sigh and 
settled down in the back of the launch. He 
wanted to be alone. Someone was going to 
begin asking questions pretty soon, and he 
didn’t imagine he was the one that wanted 
to answer them. Let the little fellows do the 
talking. They were fond of doing that, any- 
way! 
“How did you get out here on the Rock?” 
asked the big man after he had the bow of 
the boat headed for the harbor. 

Teddy told him all about what had hap- 
pened. The man sat very still, watching 
ahead at the harbor mouth for many min- 
utes. Teddy wondered what he must be 
thinking about. Then he said, “So the tide 
wouldn't wait for you to catch just one more 
fish, eh? Tides aren’t very obliging when it 
comes to waiting for people, you know.” 
Then he told them that many opportunities 
in life come and go, just as the tides do. 
The way he talked, even Teddy and Larry 
could understand what he meant. He said 
that sometimes you have the chance to do 
something kind and good for someone who 
needs your help, but you don’t do it just 
then because you have something else to do 
that you want to do more, and suddenly 
you wake up to find that the opportunity 
has gone, and maybe the same person will 
never need the same help again. 

And then he told the boys that they and 
other boys meet opportunities in life as they 
grow older, to learn to do things and make 
themselves useful in the world, but some- 
times they listen to other voices calling them 
away from what they should be doing, and 
eventually find that they never again have 
the same chance to prepare themselves for 
usefulness. 

“You mean a boy could have the tide 
come in and he would find himself stranded 
on Pilot Rock for life?” grinned Billy Joe. 

“Exactly!” said the big man, and after 
they had all laughed heartily together they 
felt much better. 

The big man told them as the launch 
chugged along toward the pier that he was 
a coast guard, and was on a weekend vaca- 
tion, and that he was the one who had waved 
to them from the bay road. He had guessed 
that three boys would not be on a rock in 
the ocean just for fun when the tide was 
swirling and eddying around them, and so 
had borrowed Mac Carter's launch to go and 
find out what was doing on Pilot Rock. 

To page 19 














“Are you boys Seventh-day Adventists?” 


the waitress asked. 


WHAT 





IF THEY HADN'T? 


By KATHLEEN BARRON (| 


he friends of mine, Roger and Jerry, 
went into a restaurant one day and ordered 
dinner. When the waitress brought the meal, 
they thanked her, and bowed their heads 
and said grace, right there in the middle of 
that crowd of people. Then they began eat- 
ing their inner, and, oh, how good it tasted. 
Pretty soon the waitress came back and stood 
by their table. The boys looked up inquir- 
ingly. 

“Are you boys Christians?” she asked. 

“Yes, indeed we are,” answered Jerry, 
smiling. 

“I thought you must be,” she said, “when 
I saw you bow your heads and say grace. 
Tell me, are you by any chance Seventh-day 
Adventists?” 

“Yes,” affirmed Roger. “But why do you 
ask?” 

“I have been looking for a Seventh-day 
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Adventist church for a long time,” said the 
lady. “I have been studying my Bible, and 
I want to know more about the Bible and 
your church.” 

Roger and Jerry glanced at each other in 
surprise. Each knew what the other was 
thinking: “What if we hadn't said grace?” 

Roger spoke up. “We'd be awfully happy 
to see you at church next Sabbath. And, 
say—our pastor is giving lectures at the 
community hall three times a week. Won't 
you come?” He fished around in his pocket 
and drew out a crumpled handbill. “This 
is in pretty bad shape,” he grinned, “but 
it gives the subjects and the time of the next 
lecture.” 

“Oh, I'd love to come,” exclaimed the 
waitress. “Thank you so much.” 

Several months later the boys sat quietly 
in church watching a baptism. Among those 
baptized was the 
woman they had met 
in the restaurant. 
When the service was 
over, and the boys 
were walking home, 
Roger and Jerry 
stopped by the old 
bridge to watch a 
kingfisher. Roger said, 
“You know, I'll never 
forget that even little 
things can turn out to 
be very big.” 

Jerry grinned hap- 
pily. “Neither will I!” 


When Roger and Jerry said 
grace in the restaurant, 
they didn’t realize that 
the waitress was watching. 








Why Pete Was Left Behind 


ETE had never intended to be left behind 

when the others went to summer camp. 
Far from it! He had told everybody he was 
going. 

Then one day someone said, “Pete, have 
you turned in your application blank?” 

Pete blushed. He stammered and _ shut- 
tered. “Well, er, no,” he said. “But I've got 
one, and I'll be sending it in right away.” 

When Pete went home that day, he filled 
in all the answers on the blank, but then 
the boys were calling him outside to play, 
and he hurriedly tucked the application 
blank into the top drawer of his dresser 
and rushed outside. 

“Boys,” he announced, “won't it be great 
at summer camp! I filled in my application 
blank just now.” 

Jack and Bob glanced at each other. “I've 
already sent mine in,” whispered Jack, but 
not so loud that Pete could hear. 

When the game was over, Pete had for- 
gotten all about the blank. He didn’t re- 
member it again till teacher mentioned camp 
in school more than two weeks later. He 
rushed home after school and addressed an 
envelope. But it was a hot day, and he 
couldn’t be bothered looking for a stamp. 
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So he put the blank and the envelope back 
in the drawer, and went to the kitchen for a 
drink. 

He didn’t think about the blank again 
for five weeks, till the da ‘efore the boys 
were to leave for camp. H_ was packing for 
the great adventure, taking out the clothes 
he would need from the bottom drawer, 
and laying them on the bed. 

“T'll need these when we go hiking,” he 
smiled. 

Then to the next drawer. “I must be sure 
to take my swim suit and towel,” he mut- 
tered. “There's a wonderful pool there. And 
I'll need this sleeping bag the night we 
camp out.” 

Then he opened the top drawer. 

Staring him in the face was the applica- 
tion blank! He had never sent it in! 

There would be no camp. No swimming, 
no hiking, no sleeping out. Nothing. He'd 
have to stay at home. 

He snatched the paper from the drawer, 
stared at it hopelessly for several awful 
minutes, then fell on his bed and cried. 

Be sure you get your blank in early, so you 
can enjoy the fun these campers are having 
in the pictures. There’s not much time left. 
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PICTURES TAKEN AT REYNOLDS 
WOOD CAMP, ILLINOIS. FRANK 
PHILLIPS, MV SECRETARY 








FOR FIFTEEN YEARS FRANK WAS 





CHASED BY A SPOTTED 


- was at the barn helping Father, and 
Frank had been sent to dig a few new 
potatoes from the field bordering Big Eagle 
Creek. He had the bag almost full when he 
saw Chet Doolittle and Tom Sayther on 
their way down the creek with fishing poles. 
They looked discouraged and disgusted the 
way they kicked up the dust with their feet. 

“Any luck?” Frank called, glad to 
straighten up. His back ached from bending 
over so long, and the clods hurt his bare 
feet, especially his left foot, which he had 
cut on a piece of glass the day before. 

“No. Can’t catch a thing,” called back 
Chet. “They're not biting today. I told Mom 
to get out the skillet. She'll sure laugh me 
down.” 

Then Frank saw them stop and look at 
something in the river. They stood so long, 
talking together in low voices, that he got 
curious, and boylike, climbed the fence and 
joined them. 

“What is it?” he asked, looking down at 
what appeared to be little sticks and balls 
in the water. 

“A seine, I think,” answered Tom, wading 
into the water a little ways and dipping down 
and feeling around with his hands. Sure 
enough. It was a fishing net. He began to 
laugh. 

“Guess we won't have to go home empty- 
handed, Chet,” he laughed. “Look here.” 

He reached down and pulled out a big 
speckled trout. 

“You'd better be careful, Tom. Might be 
turtles in there,” warned Chet from the bank. 
“An old snapper could take off a finger for 
you.” 

“Let’s pull it up on the bank, and clean 
it out then,” answered Tom. 
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“Are you sure you ought to do that?” 
offered Frank, a little shyly. “I think that 
seine belongs to Jap Corby and his brother. 


They've got a shack up the creek a way.” | 
“Mind your own business and we'll mind 

ours,” answered Chet sharply. “We're not 

asking for your advice. And we're not giving 


you any fish, either.” 

There were several turtles in the seine, 
and some of the fish had been half eaten 
and spoiled. But both of their fish baskets 
were full of black bass and trout that were 
good. The boys were just getting ready to 
string out the seine again 
when they heard the baying 
of a hound up the creek. 

“That’s Jap Corby’s hound 
or I'll eat my hat,” said 
Frank. Both boys looked 
scared. 

“You tell Jap Corby on 
us and you'll wish you 
hadn't!” shouted Tom, right 
in Frank’s face. 

“Yeah, we'll fix you so 
you won't be able to tell 
anyone anything for a 
while,” warned Chet. 

Frank knew they were 
capable of anything. He was 
more scared of them than 
he was of the hound. 

Then they took to their 
heels, for they had been 
careless and had torn the 



























The spotted hound was hot on his 
trail—and it stayed there, when 
he prayed, when he went to the 
Army, everywhere, fifteen years! 
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| By Oise CUNNINGTON EDW’ARDS\/ 
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seine badly getting it out of the river. 
Foolishly, Frank ran too. He picked up 
his small sack of potatoes and started out 
| across the hard, dry clods toward home. But 
halfway over the field he saw that the spotted 
hound was hard on his trail. He never ran 
so fast in his life. He got to where Fred 
and Father were fixing Mother’s backdoor 
screen, and set down his potatoes, and fairly 
panted for breath. 
“What's your hurry?” asked Father calmly, 
stretching the screen and tacking it in place. 
Frank was taking the nails out of the mold- 



























ing and rolling up the old rusty screen. 

“Jap Corby’s dog’s after me!” Frank 
panted. 

“What were you doing?” asked Father. 

“I didn’t do anything,” answered Frank, 
truthfully. “Not a thing.” 

Just then Jap Corby, a lean middle-aged 
bachelor, came around the milk house. A big, 
rangy spotted white hound rushed up to 
Frank and smelled him all over in an ugly 
way. 
“Down, Ring,” commanded Jap. The dog 
went back to his side but didn’t take his eyes 
off Frank. 

“Did you pull my seine out of the water, 
son?” asked Jap, watching the boy closely. 

“No, I didn’t,” answered Frank. “You can 
ask Father. I was digging potatoes down 
by the creek. There they are.” And Frank 
kicked the bag with his foot. Then he 
showed Jap his hands and arms—even his 
legs—dry, dirty, and sweaty. It was plain 
he hadn't been near any kind of water for 
some hours. 

“Frank ran home. Said your dog was chas- 
ing him,” said Father. 

“That's funny,” mused Jap. “I can see your 
boy’s not been in the water, but Ring doesn’t 
make a mistake very often. I'm out a good 
seine. Whoever pulled it out of the water 











tore it to pieces, and it'll never catch another 
fish.” 

“I didn’t touch it,” Frank repeated. 

“Money's scarce with Mike and me,” Jap 
said. “We were counting on the money the 
fish’'d bring to get him a truss. He’s been 
sick ever since the mule kicked him in the 
stomach, and we haven't had any money to 
fix him up. Now, we'll have to get money 
some way for a seine.” 

He went away then, and Frank looked 
after him, his conscience busy tormenting 
him. He knew he should have told what he 
knew about the affair. Chet’s and Tom’s par- 
ents were well able to replace old Jap’s 
seine. But Frank was afraid, and carried the 
secret in his heart. And a dirty black secret 
it was too. Frank didn’t even tell Fred about 
his adventure. But it was strange—every time 
it came his turn to pray in family worship 
he saw the rough grass trembling, he could 
see the torn seine, and he could hear the 
baying of a spotted hound. The picture gal- 
loped across his vision every time he tried 
to pray. Sometimes, at night, he had night 
mares too. He’d be running, running, his bare 
feet bleeding and hurt, over the hard clods, 
and the baying of a hound would be ringing 
in his ears. 

Once Frank saw Ellen G. White at a camp 
meeting. As he looked into her peaceful, 
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GIVE THEM THE 
_BRUSHOFF AFTER 
EACH MEAL 


/ By J. O. NEUFELD, D.M.D. 


They are common, ordinary 
mouth bacteria, too small 
to be seen without a micro- 
scope, that produce acids 
that dissolve the enamel, 
and thus allow decay to 
start. Don't let them live. 
Brush your teeth after ev- 
ery meal. 








sweet face, as she sat, small and very old, 
up on the high platform with Elders Daniells, 
Spicer, and Haskell, he thought of the visions 
she had had, and of the times she had talked 
to angels and to the dear precious Jesus 
Himself. Then, right into that holy meeting 
—right across his holy thoughts—loped that 
loose-legged spotted hound, baying until he 
could hardly hear the sweet voice of the 
servant of the Lord up there on the rostrum. 
Frank put his hands to his face. Couldn’t 
he ever, ever, get rid of that spotted hound? 
The rangy old dog followed him in his 
conscience through grade school, and then 
when he went into Lebanon to go to high 
school, it went right along. He and Fred 
got jobs of cleaning out stables and clean- 
ing Doc Kirtley’s offices, to pay expenses. 
Board and room for twin boys with huge, 
growing appetites was no small item. Money 
was scarce. Neither boy ever had any money 
for little luxuries other boys enjoyed. No 
ice cream at the drugstore, or horses for 
Sunday driving for them. Every penny 
counted. 
One thing Frank liked, though, didn’t cost 
a thing. That was all the athletic equipment 
in the high school gym, the vaulting bars, 
punching bags, and trapezes. He grew agile 
and quick on the trapezes, and began to think 
To page 19 


























He Didn't Like to Practice 


EDWARD GRIEG 


By VERNE KELSEY 


DWARD, F sharp, F sharp, not F,” called 

Mother from the kitchen. 

Like a lot of boys today, and some girls 
too for that matter, Edward liked to play, 
but he didn’t like to practice, so sometimes 
Mother had to speak sharply to make him 
work. But he did love music, and in due 
time he learned to play very well. He spent 
several years studying in Leipzig, Germany, 
but he never forgot the music of his own 
Norway, and he often used some of its folk 
songs in his compositions. 

Norway is a beautiful land, with towering 
mountains and lovely lakes and streams. It 
was among these inspiring scenes that he 
built his home, which he called Troldhaugen. 
Away from the house he built a little cabin 
where he used to compose his music. From 
this cabin there flowed out to the world a 
stream of songs, piano pieces, and music for 
orchestra. 

His most famous song was written for 
Nina, the girl he loved. He was not ashamed 
























































to let the world know that he did love her, 
for the song is called “I Love You.” They 
were a very happy couple, but at first Nina’s 
mother wouldn't give permission for them 
to marry. She said, “He zs nobody, he Aas 
nothing, and he writes music that nobody 
cares to listen to.” 

Nina waited three years while Edward 
worked, and proved what he could do. Then 
they married, and before long Nina might 
have said to her mother, “He zs somebody, 
he 4as something, and he writes music that 
everybody wants to listen to.” And it is true, 
for he was invited to go to a great many Cities 
to play his music, and everybody loves the 
music of Edward Grieg. 

Probably you have heard the music from 
Peer Gynt, with its quaint melodies. Or have 
you played “March of the Dwarfs,” or “Wed- 
ding Day at Troldhaugen”? Do you know 
the many short pieces he wrote called “Al- 
bum Leaf”? Once you have heard his music 
you can never forget its simple, haunting 

melodies. The next 
time you are at a con- 
cert and you see the 
name “Grieg” on the 
program, just sit back 
and picture in your 
mind the lovely coun- 
try where he com- 
posed, and let him 
weave his magic spell 
over you with his 
beautiful harmonies. 


As a boy, Edward did not 
like to practice, but his 
mother insisted, and he 
became a great musician. 





There was a time when men stored 


their tears in bottles. 


WINDOWS and MOUSETRAPS 


VY By CHARLOTTE RADFORD 


pag scientists are saying that since glass 
can be made into so many different 
things, there may soon be glass mousetraps. 
Another idea under consideration is the mak- 
ing of a freight car out of glass, so that 
green oranges could be loaded into the car 
at one end of the country, and while they 
traveled across the continent the sun would 
ripen them. 

Glass has been manufactured since long 
before Christ. It was first made into shiny 
beads to wear as ornaments. Some of these 
were used to trade with, much 
as we use money. Later on, when 
glassmakers discovered they 
could “blow bubbles” with the 
substance, they were able to 
make glass into many shapes. 
They turned out tumblers, vases, 
and bottles in a great variety of 
styles and sizes. 

In Syria, glass was often made 
into tear bottles. These were tiny 
bottles to hold the tears of the 
chief mourners at funerals. Trav- 
elers still find people there treas- 
uring such bottles, perhaps keep- 
ing them in a niche in the wall, 
just as we might display a pho- 
tograph of someone we love on 
a mantelpiece or piano. 

The Bible says that God has 


Glass was first used for making 
beads. Now it is made into win- 
dows. Will the day come when 


it will be used for mousetraps? 
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a bottle in which He keeps the tears of all 
the good people who suffer for Him, so He 
will never forget how much they love Him. 
(See Psalms 56:8.) 

It was a long time after the discovery of 
glass that windows came into use. At first 
all glass had a color, or tint, in it, but when 
glassworkers experimented with different 
kinds of sands and chemicals, they found 
a way to make a transparent glass—the kind 
one can see through. This type of glass was 
very expensive at first. Only the wealthy 


dail 































































































were able to have windows made of it. 
The king of England thought that an ex- 
cellent way to raise money for the country 
would be to tax the owner of every house 
that had ten windows or more. This caused 
some families to board up some of their 
windows, to avoid the payment. The law 
was in effect from 1696 to 1845. 
In 1851, England had a world’s fair, and 
built a palace entirely of glass, called the 
. Crystal Palace. The idea came from Joseph 
7 Paxton, who was a gardener and had worked 
around greenhouses for many years. Thou- 
sands of people visited the palace, and were 
impressed with it. From that time on, houses 
had more and more windows in them, until 
now many homes have wonderful picture 
windows as large as en entire wall. Some 
buildings, such as the UN structure in New 
York, are almost altogether built of glass. 
In Alberta, Canada, a man has just finished 
building a castle of seven rooms from noth- 
ing but glass bottles and something to hold 
them together. In San Salvador, Central 
America, plans are being considered to build 
a church of glass. 
From beads to buildings, glass is a won- 
derful substance, and no one knows what 
will be made from it next. 


The Crocodile at the Crossing! 
From page 3 


cattle splashed obediently in front of David 
as he drove them through the river to the 
pastureland beyond. He waved to four 
heathen boys standing on the bank, and 
started into the water too, behind the cows. 

Suddenly there was a ripple, the glint of 
a horny tail flashing in the sunlight, and a 
snap—and David felt half a hundred wicked 
teeth fasten on his leg! 

“Help!” he screamed. Oh, how it hurt! 
But the four heathen boys on the bank had 





J turned and were running for their lives. 

’ Now David had fallen in the water. He 
\ was struggling to get onto his one leg, dig- 
A ging his hands in the sand under the bank. 


“Help!” he shouted again, and Sethe, his 
brother, hearing the noise, came running to 
see what had happened. 

One glance told him all. 

The crocodile was dragging David off for 
breakfast! 

Sethe was only twelve years old, but he 

To page 19 
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FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


If you want pen pals, write to some of these boys and 
girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you 


Kathy Shelley, age 11. 3115 Carlson Road, Rock- 
ford, Illinois, U.S.A. Stamps, reading. 

Glenda Morris, age 11. Route 4, Ringgold, Georgia, 
U.S.A. Swimming, skating, piano, bicycling, horses. 

Terry Wilson, age 13. 1814 North Indiana Street, 
Kokomo, Indiana, U.S.A. Swimming, reading, horses, 
bicycling. 

Lorraine Littlejohn, age 9. Box 333, Sequim, Wash- 
ington, U.S.A. Piano, swimming, hiking, baby sitting. 

Patty Calkins, Box 362, Angwin, California, U.S.A. 
Stamps, flowers, shells. 

Virginia Bethke, 1010 Caldwell Avenue, Vallejo, 
California, U.S.A. Stamps, shells, reading, piano. 

Tracy Kenneth Lutes, age 12. Orondo, Washing- 
ton, U.S.A. Mountain climbing, letters, rocks, pho- 
tos. 

Joyce Black, age 12. Route 2, Box 344, Tucker, 
Georgia, U.S.A. Skating, reading, swimming. 

Darlene Birnel, age 11. Route 1A, Kalispell, Mon- 
tana, U.S.A. Dolls, piano, horses. 

Eva Ellis, age 16. c/o M. H. Roth, Brownell, 
Kansas, U.S.A. Horses, drawing. 

Clara Clark, age 13. 1108 Calhoun Avenue, Pan- 
ama City, Florida, U.S.A. Postcards. 

Sarah Walker, age 13. 50 Glendale Avenue, Bilt- 
more, North Carolina, U.S.A. Roller skating, photos. 

Yvonne Gibbons, 3527 Rockefeller, Everett, Wash- 
ington, U.S.A. Singing, letters, piano, reading. 

Janet Hoover, age 13. P.O. Box 253, Coquille, 
Oregon, U.S.A. Stamps, coins, postmarks, photos. 

Yvonne Critchley, age 15. G.P.O. Box 682, St. 
John’s, Newfoundland, Canada. Reading, sports. 

Sherryle Larson, age 10. P.O. Box 75, Edgemere, 
Idaho, U.S.A. Horses, bicycling, piano. 

Joan Roberson, Box 27, Graysville, Georgia, U.S.A. 
Piano, reading. 

Eldred L. Jardinico, age 15. Magallon, Negros 
Occidental, Philippine Islands. Stamps, swimming, 
horses, reading, writing, ping pong. 

Janice Heidler, age 13. 1045 NE. Hefley Street, 
Grants Pass, Oregon, U.S.A. Stamps. 

Joanne Hoyt, age 13. 1350 Walker Road, Grants 
Pass, Oregon, U.S.A. 

Amanda Tover, age 10. Route 1, Box 106, Cath- 
lamet, Washington, U.S.A. Stamps. 

Ruth. Helen Tice, age 13. 277 Lindsay Avenue, 
Lindsay, California, U.S.A. Salt shakers. 

Norma Roedel, age 11. Route 3, Wadena, Minne- 
sota, U.S.A. Roller skating, ice skating. 

Joanne Simpkins, age 17. Box 106, Coeymans, 
New York, U.S.A. Cooking, reading. 
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@ The choicest narratives from 
the Book of books. @ Beauti- 
ful illustrations in four colors 
at every opening—full page and 
marginal. @ Adapted to the 
needs and enjoyment of boys 
and girls of today. 


Place your order today for any 
one or all of the volumes 
shown—better still, order the 
complete set of ten books. Each 
book will be sent promptly 
when ready—payment to be 
made only as cach book ap- 
pears. 


Watch for announcement of 
succeeding volumes. 


ORDER BLANK 


ORDER FROM 
YOUR BOOK 
AND BIBLE HOUSE 


REVIEW AND HERALD 
PUBLISHING ASSOCIATION 
WASHINGTON 12, D.C. 
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The Newest and Finest From the Pen of Uncle Arthur 


IBLE STORY 


By ARTHUR S. MAXWELL 


Nearly 400 stories in ten volumes covering the entire 
Bible from Genesis to Revelation 

The complete set of ten volumes of THE BIBLE 

STORY will provide the widest coverage of any 

Bible storybook on the market today. All stories are 

told in language that the modern family can both 

understand and enjoy, All take on new charm as the 

author fills in little details often overlooked. 
READY FOR YOUR ENJOYMENT 

| —THE BOOK OF BEGINNINGS 

Il| —MIGHTY MEN OF OLD 

H1I1—TRIALS AND TRIUMPHS 
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VOL. 
VOL. 
VOL. 
VOL. 


Special Price, $2.97 each 


Postpaid to the readers of this publication 
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Siti Sa 


From page 17 


was a Christian. He did not fear danger. 
Without a moment's delay he rushed into the 
water and grabbed David's arm. 

He pulled with all his might, and David 
pulled. But the crocodile pulled harder than 
both boys combined. 

Then a bright idea occurred to Sethe. It 
must have been the angels that whispered it 
to him, yet only a boy who really loved his 
brother would have dared to try it, it was 
so risky. 

Sethe leaned down and picked up sand 
from the river bed and rubbed it into the 
crocodile’s eyes. Then he pushed more sand 
into his mouth, right past those cruel teeth. 

Now, as you can well imagine, although 
crocodiles are not very particular about what 
they eat, they do not relish sand. 

When the crocodile felt the horrid stuff 
in his mouth, he let go David’s leg and 
backed up to spit it out. If ever a crocodile 
shed tears, that one did then! 

Quickly Sethe tried to help his lame 
brother out of the river. But the crocodile 
was not giving up so easily. Up from the 
water he came again and seized David's leg 
once more. 

But Sethe knew now how to fight a croco- 
dile, so he gave him the sand treatment 
again. And this time he made sure he used 
enough. 

The crocodile objected strongly, and re- 
leased his hold. With almost frantic speed 
Sethe dragged David out of the water and far 
up the river bank, where the crocodile could 
not reach him. Then he ran home to call his 
father. Together they improvised a stretcher 
and carried David to a truck, which rushed 
him to the hospital, where his torn leg was 
treated. 

Now all the people round the Bembesi 
River are asking a big question, “Why is it 
that the crocodile did not eat Seventh-day 
Adventist boys?” Do you know the answer? 


The Tide Will Never Wait! 
From page 8 


It seemed that just about all the harbor 
people were on the pier when they docked. 
Heroes being welcomed! Oh, no! Nothing 
like that. The crowd consisted of parents, 
once very worried for the safety of their 
boys, and friends both kind and curious, glad 


to see the boys safe on the mainland. All 
seemed to have heard in a very short space of 
time that three boys had been observed by 
a coast guard on Pilot Rock, and that he 
had borrowed a launch to go to their rescue. 

Billy Joe climbed breathlessly up on the 
pier, then turned to Teddy and said, “I guess 
it wouldn’t have been such a wonderful ad- 
venture spending the night on Pilot Rock, 
after all!” 

The End 


A Spotted Hound 
From page 14 


of himself as one of the best tumblers in the 
school. 

One day when he was up on the highest 
trapeze he decided to hang down by his feet 
from a couple of the swinging rings. He did 
it successfully, but while he was swinging 
there his money fell out of his pocket down 
onto the gym floor. He had just twenty- 
seven cents. His admiring friends below 
hastened to pick it up for him. When he got 
down, they poured it into his hands. But 
what they had gathered from the floor was 
$1.76! More by far than he had lost. He 
looked at it, and again the spotted hound 
loped across his mind. Just then Julius 
Carpenter, the son of the town druggist, 
came in. 

“Hey!” he cried, angrily. “That’s my money 
you're giving to Thompson! I lost it this 
morning, when I was up on the bars. I just 
came back to get it.” 

“Aw, you did not, Jule,’ answered one 
of the fellows. “I heard it drop out of 
Thompson’s pocket myself. That tale of yours 
won't hold water!” 

“But I did!” declared Julius. “I was exer- 
cising on those bars and it fell out. Then 
the bell rang for assembly. I picked up some 
of it, but I didn’t get it all.” 

“How come you didn’t pick it all up then, 
Jule? I tell you, we beard and we saw Thomp- 
son drop this money. It isn’t yours! I caught 
some of it rolling.” 

Frank stood there—the $1.76 in- his 
pocket. Julius looked at him, puzzled. After 
all, Frank thought, it might not be Julius’ 
money. I've as good a right to it as any- 
one. I need it worse than he does, anyway. 
His father has all kinds of money. Julius 
has his own horse, his own bicycle—and I 
need this money to eat with and buy school 
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You may look up the texts in your Bible to find 
the answers, then check with the answers below. 


Mode Message 
Ay MARGARET D. CLARKE 


The numbers refer to letters of the alphabet. 
Write under each number the letter it stands for, 
and you will be able to read the secret message. 


10-5-19-21-19 12-9-11-5-19 3-12-5-1-14 
12-9-16-19 20-15 19-9-14-7 8-9-19 
16-18-1-9-19-5  1-14-4 16-21-18-5 8-1-14-4-19 
9-14 16-18-1-25-5-18 20-15 18-1-9-19-5 


‘Who Was He? 
7 IDA MAE CRESTAKOS 


He was a good king. 

When an enemy army, under the leadership of 
a great general, invaded his country, he encouraged 
his people by saying: “Be strong and courageous, 
be not afraid nor dismayed for the king of Assyria, 
nor for all the multitude that is with him: for there 
be more with us than with him: with him is an arm 
of flesh; but with us is the Lord our God to help 
us, and to fight our battles.” 

The record says that the angel of the Lord went 
out and smote 185,000 of the enemy in one night. 

Once when this king became sick, the prophet 
of the Lord came to him with the message that 
he would die. 

After he had prayed and wept, the Lord added 
fifteen years to his life. See 2 Chronicles 29 to 32; 
2 Kings 18 to 20. 






4 Animal Talk 
\/By MILDRED G. LEWIS 


What animal do you expect to see when you 
hear the following sounds? 


Sample: A roar, lion 


DS PCB Ssctetcicicnccns 5. A bellow 

CE aa eee Rc NIN Sopecccscespsnccccuse 

Sie NT MMM cassie sccacnas MI ssiceccecencrscosices 

a ae 8. A quack a | : 
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What Piece of Clothing? 
{ / By ELLEN E. MORRISON 


The blank space in each Bible quotation below 
can be filled in with the name of a piece of cloth- 
ing. Do you know what they are? 

1. “And he said, Draw not nigh hither: put off thy 
sieht from off thy feet, for the place whereon 
thou standest is holy ground.” (Ex. 3:5.) 

2. “Now Israel loved Joseph more than all his chil- 
dren, because he was the son of his old age: and 
he made him a o......cccccnonen of many colours.” (Gen. 
3773.) 

3. “And the soldiers platted a crown of thorns, and 
put it on his head, and they put on him a purple 
sesihsieaasjon ” (John 19:2.) 

4. “And for Aaron’s sons thou shalt make coats, and 
thou shalt make for them girdles, and .. ; 
shalt thou make for them, for glory “and for 
beauty.” (Ex. 28:40.) 


ANSWERS 
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books. So, to the rangy spotted hound that 
tormented Frank’s conscience was added 
Julius with the puzzled face, looking him 
through and through, measuring him, weigh- 
ing what he said. He had been still then, 
not declaring the truth. Frank paid a high 
price in peace of mind for that $1.49 he 
gained that day. It was no gain at all, for 
it cost him more than it was worth. 

One day in April news screamed in the 
headlines of every newspaper in America 
that the United States had entered World 
War I. Hardly anyone had a radio, and most 
of the people never had dreamed of such a 
thing as television. Cars were tall, open, and 
undependable. Tires blew out at the drop 
of a hat. Roads were morasses of mud, dust, 
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or snow. A journey of forty miles was some- 
thing to be prepared for, for weeks, and 
talked about for months afterward. 

Frank was drafted into the United States 
Army. In his wide soldier's hat and wrapped 
leggings he made a fine figure. He learned 
to sing “Over There” and “A Long, Long 
Way to Tipperary.” Many a girl looked at 
his smooth, youthful face and blond hair 
with a gentle pitter-patter of the maiden 
heart. In the haste and scramble to assem- 
ble the army to be sent to France, Frank 
with thousands of others was sent to Fort 
Benjamin Harrison, in Kentucky. Everyone 
was excited over the war, and muttered angry 
threats at Huns, Teutons, and slackers. Prices 
soared. Eggs, a dollar a dozen. Sugar, forty 














cents a pound. Herbert Hoover had charge 
of rationing of foods. All kinds of flour 
went into breads—potato, rice, bean, flour. 
People grumbled, but conserved, and gave 
millions for Liberty Bonds. 

Frank took the spotted dog and Julius 
with him to Camp Zachary Taylor. Reveille 
in the morning often stopped a dream of his 
running, panic-stricken, across a cloddy field, 
_ by a spotted dog—and behind the 

og came Julius, puzzled, open-mouthed, ac- 
7 On: 

It was miserable baggage to carry around 
—heavier than any knapsack. Frank decided 
at last to get rid of it. One day when he 
was in the YMCA hut, he saw a Montgomery 
Ward catalog lying on a table. A thought 
suddenly crossed his mind. He turned quickly 
to the index pages and looked up “seine.” 
Then he turned the pages of the book until 
he found a seine as nearly like the one Tom 
and Chet had destroyed as possible, and 
found out how much it cost. Out of his small 
soldier's pay he went straight to the camp 
post office and sent a check to Jap Corby 
back in the old hometown, and enclosed a 
letter to Jap, telling just what had occurred 
on that summer day fifteen years before. 

He also sent a check to Julius back in 
Lebanon, and explained all about the money 
to him. 

The old dream of the baying, pursuing 
hound never returned. Frank went to France 
with a clean conscience, and without any ex- 
cess baggage in the way of dogs or boys. 

When the letter arrived from Camp 
Zachary Taylor, old Jap Corby took it up 
and looked at it curiously before he opened 
it. No one wrote to Jap. He had had only 
one letter in months, and that was a circular. 
He couldn’t remember when he'd had a 
personal letter. Even the people in the town 
didn’t care very much about him, for he 
had often declared loudly he didn’t believe 
in God and liked to call himself an atheist. 
People in the town were God-fearing, and 
didn’t have much to do with atheists. When 
anyone tried to reason with him, old Jap 





would often point out so-called inconsisten- 
cies in the lives of Christians thereabouts. 
There were many. 

“Biggest thieves and cutthroats in the 
county call themselves Christians,” he was 
fond of saying. People got to thinking that 
old Jap had sold himself to the devil, and 
they didn’t have much to do with him. He 
must have lived a lonely life, especially after 
his brother died. Then Frank’s letter came. 
It is strange, but true, that very small things 
can change people's lives. 

Frank’s letter changed Jap’s life, changed 
it marvelously. He took the check Frank 
had sent down to the elder of the church. 

“I can’t use this here money,” he said, 
brokenly. “It’s holy. It’s conscience money. 
That boy didn’t spoil my seine, yet he wants 
to do right by an ugly old fellow like me. I 
can't understand it.” 

“But Frank wanted you to have it. You 
feel free to use it,” the elder said, kindly. 

“I can't, I tell you. But, say,” Jap edged 
closer, his lean, leathery, old face quivering 
with tearful eagerness, “have you got any 
missionaries you could send this money to? 
Seems like it’s not mine. I'd like to see it 
doing good in some heathen land some- 
where.” 

So the seine money was sent to help the 
missionaries, because old Jap didn’t think 
it was his. He didn’t tell anybody any more 
he was an atheist, for he started going to 
church right away. People marveled a little 
at first. After a while there was a baptism, 
and Jap Corby became a Christian in name 
as well as in deed. He died not long after 
that, an earnest follower of the lowly Naz- 
arene. Frank was over in France when the 
old man passed away. Frank never got to 
tell him what a terrifying dog his old spotted 
hound had been. After all, it’s pretty terrible 
when a big fierce dog chases you for ten 
minutes. But it’s a lot worse to be chased 
for fifteen years. Frank knows. 








STORY ILLUSTRATIONS not 
credited are by John Gourley. 
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XII-JOHN UNVEILS THE FUTURE 


(JUNE 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Lesson Text: Revelation 14:6-12. 


Memory Verse: “Blessed is he that readeth, 
and they that hear the words of this prophecy, 
and keep those things which are written therein” 
(Revelation 1:3). 


Guiding Thought 


“To John were opened scenes of deep and thrill- 
ing interest in the experience of the church. He 
saw the position, dangers, conflicts, and final de- 
liverance of the people of God. He records the 
closing messages which are to ripen the harvest 
of the earth, either as sheaves for the heavenly 
garner or as fagots for the fires of destruction. Sub- 
jects of vast importance were revealed to him, 
especially for the last church, that those who 
should turn from error to truth might be in- 
structed concerning the perils and conflicts before 
them. None need be in darkness in regard to what 
is coming upon the earth.’—The Great Contro- 
versy, pp. 341, 342. 


SUNDAY 


Three Wonderful Angels and Their Messages for 
Us 


1. Revelation is the picture book of the Bible. 
While John was in vision God showed to His 
faithful servant wonderful panoramic pictures of 
things that were to take place on the earth. John 
wrote these down in the last book of the Bible, 
the Revelation of Jesus Christ. In the past hun- 
dred years or so this book has been studies and 
understood more than it ever has been before. 
By comparing scripture with scripture Bible 
students have been able to understand the 
meanings of the symbols used. In one of the 
pictures John saw three angels flying in the 
heavens, each bearing an important message for 
earth’s last years. What did the first of the three 
angels tell us? (Rev. 14:6, 7.) 

NoTE.—'The first angel’s message of Revela- 
tion 14, announcing the hour of God’s judgment, 
and calling upon men to fear and worship Him, 
was designed to separate the professed people of 
God from the corrupting influences of the world, 
and to arouse them to see their true condition of 
worldliness and backsliding.’—The Great Contro- 
versy, p. 379. 
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2. What power did the second angel refer to 
in his message, and what did he say was about 
to happen to it? (Verse 8.) 

NOoTE.—"The term ‘Babylon’ is derived from 
‘Babel,’ and signifies confusion. It is employed in 
Scripture to designate the various forms of false 
or apostate religion.’ —Ibid., p. 381. 

3. What solemn message did the third angel 
bring? (Verses 9-11.) 


For further reading: The Great Controversy, 
p. 311, paragraphs 2, 3; p. 312, paragraphs 1, 2. 


MONDAY 
The People Who Heed the Message 


4. Many who heard these messages ignored 
them and went their own sinful ways. But there 
were others who believed when they heard the 
truth. How does John describe these? (Rev. 14: 
12.) 

NOoTE.—'From ‘every nation, and kindred, and 
tongue, and people,’ there will be some who will 
gladly respond to the message, ‘Fear God, and 
give glory to Him; for the hour of His judgment 
is come.’ They will turn from every idol that binds 
them to earth, and will ‘worship Him that made 
heaven, and earth, and the sea, and the fountains 
of waters.’ They will free themselves from every 
entanglement, and will stand before the world as 
monuments of God's mercy. Obedient to the divine 
requirements, they will be recognized by angels 
and by men as those that have kept ‘the com- 
mandments of God, and the faith of Jesus.’ ”’°— 
Prophets and Kings, pp. 299, 300. 


5. What does the fact that they keep the com- 
mandments prove? (1 John 5:3.) 


For further reading: The Great Controversy, 
p. 437, paragraphs 1, 2; p. 438, paragraph 1. 


TUESDAY 
Trouble Ahead for God’s People 


6. When Satan sees this company of people in 
faith keeping the commandments, taking heed to 
the three angels’ messages, what does he do? 
(Rev. 12:12, 17.) 

7. How does he seek to deceive and to perse- 
cute the remnant people? (Rev. 13:14.) 


























8. How does he direct an attack against the 
remnant? (Verses 16, 17.) 


NOoTE.—'‘The remnant church will be brought 
into great trial and distress. Those who keep the 
commandments of God and the faith of Jesus 
will feel the ire of the dragon and his hosts. Satan 
numbers the world as his subjects, he has gained 
control of the apostate churches; but here is a 
little company that are resisting his supremacy. 
If he could blot them from the earth, his triumph 
would be complete. As he influenced the heathen 
nations to destroy Israel, so in the near future he 
will stir up the wicked powers of earth to destroy 
the people of God. All will be required to render 
obedience to human edicts in violation of the 
divine law.”’—Testimonies, vol. 5, pp. 472, 473. 


For further reading: The Great Controversy, 


p.. 392. 
WEDNESDAY 


Worse Trouble Ahead for the Unbelieving 


9. Although those who are faithful seem to 
have a time of terrible trouble, how are the sins 
of those who persecute the commandment keep- 
ers being kept account of? (Rev. 18:4-6.) 

10. How will judgment at last be given to 
these? (Rev. 20:12.) 

11. Who will pass judgment on the wicked? 
(Verse 6.) 

12. How is their distress in the day of God’s 
judgment pictured? (Rev. 6:13-17.) 

NoTE.—‘The derisive jests have ceased. Lying 
lips are hushed into silence. The clash of arms, 
the tumult of battle, ‘with confused noise, and gar- 
ments rolled in blood,’ is stilled. Naught now is 
heard but the voice of prayer and the sound of 
weeping and lamentation. The cry bursts forth 
from lips so lately scoffing, ‘The great day of His 
wrath is come; and who shall be able to stand?’ 
The wicked pray to be buried beneath the rocks 
of the mountains, rather than meet the face of 
Him whom they have despised and rejected.”— 
The Great Controversy, p. 642. 


For further reading: The Great Controversy, 
pp. 666, 667; p. 668, paragraphs 1, 2. 
THURSDAY 


Rewards for Those Who Keep the Command- 
ments 


*« 


In one of his visions, 
John saw three angels 
flying through heaven. 
Each had an important 
message for us_ today. 


* 


13. What privilege has God promised to give 
those who are overcomers in the battle against 
evil? (Rev. 3:21.) 

NOoTE.—"In the kingdom of God, position is 
not gained through favoritism. It is not earned, nor 
is it received through an arbitrary bestowal. It is 
the result of character. The crown and the throne 
are the tokens of a condition attained—tokens of 
a self-conquest through the grace of our Lord 
Jesus Christ.”"—The Acts of the Apostles, p. 543. 


14. What possession has He promised them? 
(Rev. 21:1-5.) 

NOoTE.—"Through humility and self-surrender 
we may become heirs with Him, when the ‘meek 
shall inherit the earth.’ 

“The earth promised to the meek will not be 
like this, darkened with the shadow of death 
and the curse. ‘We, according to His promise, 
look for new heavens and a new earth, wherein 
dwelleth righteousness.’ ‘There shall be no more 
curse; but the throne of God and of the Lamb 
shall be in it; and His servants shall serve Him.’ 

“There is no disappointment, no sorrow, no sin; 
no one who shall say, I am sick; there are no burial 
trains, no mourning, no death, no partings, no 
broken hearts; but Jesus is there, peace is there.” 
—Thoughts From the Mount of Blessing, p. 33. 


For further reading: The Great Controversy, 
p. 675, paragraphs 1, 2; p. 676. 
FRIDAY 


FILL IN the number (or numbers) of the chap- 
ter (or chapters) in the book of Revelation in 
which 


1. A blessing is pronounced on those who read 
the book. __ = 


2. Satan’s war on the remnant is described. 


3. The three angels’ messages are given. 
4. The plight of the wicked is described. 
5. The new earth is pictured. 


6. The commandment-keeping people are pic- 
tured. 


These numbers will help you, but they are not 
in order: 


14; 21, 22; 6,14, 12, 1. 








Gulo, the Wolverine, No. 2—By Harry Baerg 
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1. The young wolverines feeding on the caribou 
carcass were no match for the pursuing wolves. In 
a few bounds they had overtaken Gulo’s brother and 
finished him. 2. Gulo was lucky enough to get up 
into a tree, where the wolves could not catch him. 
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3. Several times the young wolverine tried to sneak 
down the tree, but the wolves were watching. 
Eventually they tired of waiting for him to come 
down. It was not till they had eaten their fill and 
left that it was safe for him to descend the tree. 














4. Gulo slipped away over the hill and down a steep 
place to hunt mice in another meadow. 5. When 
the snow came, the wolverine found it harder to 
find food. Sometimes he had to go for days without 
any. Fortunately for him, a wolverine can exist on 














only four good meals a month, and is nearly always 
in good condition. 6. Gulo’s eyes, like those of the 
rest of his tribe, are very poor. The light on the 
snow blinded him, and he often had to shade his 
eyes with his paw. He worked mostly at night. 











7. Because of his short legs and heavy body he 
could not run down the plentiful snowshoe rabbits, 
but occasionally, by the help of his keen nose, he 
was able to surprise one in its form, or lair. 8. On 
the high mountains he looked longingly at the big 
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white mountain sheep, but he did not feel quite 
able to tackle them. 9. Then, in a hollow, he found 
one that had recently died. Wolverines are unbeliev- 
ably strong, and Gulo dragged the sheep, which was 
four times his weight, to a place in the deep woods. 








